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	1. Thorshaya

**A/N: Just a few things to say. Number one: I am already into the 5th chapter on this story and will be updating weekly (to give me time to finish it, mostly). I am super excited for this fic even though I haven't done anything like it before. Wait and see.**

**Also, news about Strike Force Alpha. Truthfully, I feel that that fic has become my good luck charm. I got partway in, and then suddenly inspiration exploded everywhere else. I've worked on several longer story projects for other fandoms and added a few one-shots, and I've been reticent to continue on while my sudden writing motivation has peaked for so long. I thought it was finally tapering off (I was getting back to the Star Trek fandom) and was about to resume when nope! THIS happened instead! So I am still working on it, it's just been taboo lately. Like I said, my good luck charm.**

**Now, this fic is pretty dark, so the overall rating may go up to M later depending on how things play out. Any particular warnings will be included in their respective chapters. I now unleash you to read and review.**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Thorshaya- explosion<em>**

* * *

><p>Heat exploded around him. He opened his eyes and immediately closed them again. Dust, grit, and a light far too bright assaulted him. His fingers curled around the rocks as he kept his head down. Ears ringing, he sucked in air, coughing hard against the smoke.<p>

Wait a minute- rocks?

Spock clenched his fists in the rough soil. Yes, he was lying face-down on the ground, a disturbing difference from when he had been standing in a laboratory just before. He struggled to his knees, kneeling forward on his elbows as another wash of heat rolled over him. He felt nauseous and dizzy.

What had happened? The last thing he remembered was working in the physics lab of a branch of the Vulcan Science Academy. The _Enterprise_, after successfully performing a cold start on its engines, had been called to Vulcan for intensive study. The scientists had been gleefully trying to replicate their work for the last four years, and a chance to compare notes with Spock and the others who performed the procedure was invaluable. Not everyone was needed, and so shore leave was declared. Spock, intending to get straight to work, had beamed down into the city of Da'Kum'Ulcha.

Taking a shuddering breath, he opened his eyes.

Squinting against the harsh light, he tried to make sense of what he was seeing. There were rocks. And rubble. The pounding heat was quite different- it was winter on Vulcan, but somehow this felt off were it even the middle of summer. It was too strong. Spock gripped his head as his stomach rolled.

"_I am Srond, head of the team that developed the theoretical equation," the Vulcan introduced himself._

_ "__Spock," he answered, returning the salute. "Your work in formulating the equation may have saved our lives."_

_ "__I am honored," Srond responded. They worked closely for several days. Spock remained on ship's time, so he was often in the lab during the middle of the night on Vulcan._

_The doors opened as he was about to perform a test, and he looked up at his visitor._

Spock heard a moan come from his right. His insides froze.

_"__Whatcha got there, Spock?"_

_ "__A reactor with which I am attempting to recreate our cold engine start."_

_ "__Need any help?"_

"Spock," the human groaned. "What… what happened?"

Spock once again squinted around the harsh landscape. "I do not know."

Whatever hell he was in, McCoy was with him.

The doctor rolled over and promptly retched. Apparently Spock wasn't the only one who was nauseous. McCoy shakily got to his feet and swayed dangerously once he stood. Spock tracked his movement, noting that the harsh light was fading. McCoy wobbled forward, looking across the rocks. The blood-red light that was setting in drew shadows across the ground.

"What did we do?" McCoy whispered. Spock's ears picked it up, which was a good sign for his hearing. The ringing from earlier was fading. "Spock, what did we do?"

Spock carefully got to his feet. "I do not know that, either," he answered. He felt exhausted.

McCoy turned around to say something to him, and the color promptly drained from his face. Even in the blood-red lighting his blues eyes stood out as they widened in a sickened sense of horror. "Oh my God."

Spock looked behind him, and for a clear, eternal moment, felt his stomach drop away as the strong emotion of horror hit him as well.

Rising up from the rubble was a mighty column of ash and dust. Already monstrous from its girth, it stretched miles and miles into the sky before finally fanning out into the image of death. The dark cloud churned high above them, curling inwards over and over again to fuel the mushroom shape.

"Oh my God," McCoy repeated. "Oh my God." Spock startled back to his senses as the doctor stumbled past him. "Spock, we destroyed the city," he began dazedly. "Oh my God _we destroyed the city!_"

Spock spun him around and shook him once, trying to stave off the rising panic. "Doctor, that is uncertain-"

"_The whole damn city's gone, Spock!_"

"Leonard!" He shook him again and the doctor fell silent. Spock took a deep breath, and tried to fight another wave of dizziness and emotion.

"We must look at this rationally," he began quietly, avoiding the 'L' word. "That reactor was far too small to have caused this. Even if something had gone wrong with the test, we were not using real antimatter. Furthermore, the lab is not located in the center of the city. We are where it… once stood. We could not have caused this." Spock hoped the human believed his words, for truthfully, he wasn't certain himself.

McCoy seemed to calm down and nervously rubbed his elbows. He coughed weakly, and cast an unsteady look at the ominous cloud of ruin. "So what did?"

Spock scarcely heard him this time. "I am uncertain," he said. He craned his neck up to look at the ash. "Judging from its shape the classic attribution would be some kind of atomic experiment. Of course, it is not the only explosion to result in a mushroom cl-"

McCoy stirred sharply and grabbed Spock's arm. "We need to get out of here."

"Doctor, I am sure rescue crews will arrive momentar-"

"Yeah, and while they do we need to start getting away." McCoy started tugging Spock along, picking his way across the rubble. "Radiation, Spock. We're far too close and every second we're exposed could mean a worse hell later."

Spock finally understood his urgency, and they moved over the loose stones as rapidly as they could manage. Both were quiet, sending only worry-filled glances over their shoulders at the column behind them.

Yes, worried. Inwardly, Spock admitted that his concern was at a greatened height than he had ever experienced. The worry was not only for their situation, but also himself. Atomic explosions and radiation always went hand in hand, and yet he had failed to put the two together. The oversight was alarming, and he was thankful that the doctor's instincts had taken over. They could both be suffering from shock to an extent, and it was a plausible explanation for his mental state. Still. As a Vulcan he should have control.

But Da'Kum'Ulcha was destroyed, and they were the only two walking away.


	2. T'naehm

**A/N: Thank you, everyone, for those awesome reviews! I would say I regret leaving y'all in such dire straits, but quite frankly the rest of this is going to keep doing that. Fair warning!**

**To clear a couple things up: this takes place in the 4th year of the Enterprise's mission, basically after all the episodes in the original show. The 'cold start' engine doo-dads reference the events in "The Naked Time". Other episode references are buried in this- try to spot them all! ;)**

**Any Vulcan information I learned from the Memory Alpha Wiki and the online Vulcan-English dictionary. Places are from a map of Vulcan I found on the internet. I, obviously, do not own Star Trek.**

**There is a quote from Robert Oppenheimer in this chapter.**

**Thank you, and reviews are appreciated!**

* * *

><p><strong><em>T'naehm: war (Old Vulcan)<em>**

* * *

><p>They stumbled onward. The rubble was left behind but the rocks were just as difficult. The evening had deepened into night. Part of Spock's mind rang that that fact was greatly notable, yet exhaustion and weariness drowned it out.<p>

Up ahead, McCoy tripped and cursed half-heartedly. They had both fallen into a morose silence, spurned on only by the threat of sickness befalling them despite the emptiness inside. The doctor was breathing hard in the thinner air, but stubbornly refused to use one of the tri-ox compounds in his medkit. Spock couldn't fathom what he was saving them for, but couldn't find it within him to care much beyond that. He shambled after McCoy in a daze.

The last rays of Vulcan's sun disappeared and only a red glow from the embers of Da'Kum'Ulcha guided them. Spock tried not to look back at it. How could this have happened? Who did it? Was it really their fault? Did he make a mistake somewhere in the calculations? Could cold-starting the test reactor really have caused this?

He nearly bumped into McCoy who had paused and looked up towards the stars. Spock examined him, hoping he wasn't falling ill. "What is it, Doctor?"

McCoy's face was in shadow but he looked worried, brow creasing. "Somebody should have come by now."

It took Spock a moment longer than he would have liked to catch what the doctor was referring to. "You speak of the rescue crews."

"Yeah." McCoy rubbed the back of his neck. "We should have seen shuttles, or transports, or _something_ flying overhead to investigate. But there's been nothing."

Once again, it unnerved Spock how he had not reached these same conclusions. Something must truly be wrong with his mental functions. He feared radiation sickness was setting in. Pushing it aside, he strove for a logical explanation. "Perhaps the radiation is affecting their sensors. They may not be able to come this close."

"Perhaps…" McCoy trailed. His eyes flicked back to the glowing slag. "I have become the destroyer of worlds," he mumbled.

Spock did not comment.

They resumed walking through the desert, coughing or stumbling occasionally. Spock lapsed back into his stupor. The rescue crews would come. All they had to do was get out of range from the fallout. They could do it on foot. Certainly. Absolutely. They had to. He shook his head, trying to clear it. Sarcasm was not like him. Why-

"Well, about time!" McCoy declared.

Spock looked up to see a few lights coming towards them. Ah, yes. It had to be rescuers from Shi'Kahr. McCoy, revitalized by the hope, started jumping up and down and waving his arms.

"Here!" he shouted across the desert. "We're over here! And we're ALIVE!"

The lights veered towards them, and the surge of hope and relief Spock felt overruled his quip about McCoy's illogical "we're alive" statement.

The doctor stopped jumping but continued to wave his arms. Spock walked up alongside him as the first of the vehicles- with wheels, oddly- came to a halt.

The door to the first car opened and a Vulcan stepped out with heavy boots onto the rocky terrain.

And leveled a gun at them.

McCoy froze, his arms still up in what was now a gesture of surrender. Spock stiffened as other Vulcans hopped out and pointed various firearms in their direction. For several heartbeats nobody moved.

Then the first Vulcan did something unnatural. He _smiled_. That sent more chills down their spines than long-muzzled gun.

"Ra ki'etwel la?" he said languidly. _What have we here?_

Spock's eyebrows shot up into his hairline. This was very, very wrong. The dialect was different. The dress, the vehicles, and the guns were like nothing out of Shi'Kahr. Or at least, the Shi'Kahr they knew.

"Survivors!" McCoy answered, if warily. Spock gave the doctor's collar a once-over and assumed that he was still wearing his universal translator from shore leave. At least that was one less problem they would have to worry about.

"I know that," the Vulcan answered, still in that old dialect. Spock struggled to place it. The group chuckled. "I'll admit, I'm surprised _anyone_ walked out of Shi'al."

Suddenly it all fell into place.

"We are the only survivors," Spock answered shortly. "It would please your superiors to retain us as legal collateral."

"Spock…" Spock ignored McCoy's shocked look. "We _are_ **all** that's left."

The Vulcan before them mulled it over, before finally shrugging. "Alright." Grumbles erupted from the other Vulcans which he silenced with a snarl. Glaring at the two of them, he barked out "Names!"

"I am Spock, son of Sarek, and this is… McCoy, son of… David."

"Then let it be known that Varteth, son of Khol-" Spock closed his eyes. "Has taken Spock and MkKoi of Shi'al prisoner-" "What!?" McCoy exclaimed. "-for the glory of Shi'Kahr! _Zhit-bal!_"

The Vulcans promptly surrounded them and forced them into the back of one of the cars. The raucous chatter, shoving, and even discontent rolled almost physically over everyone present as the convoy moved out. Spock kept McCoy quiet until the door closed, leaving them trapped inside. The engine started up and they roared away, bouncing wildly over the rough rocks.

"Spock! There had better be a damn good reason for all of this," McCoy hissed to him.

"Doctor, let me be clear: my actions were extremely necessary to ensure our survival."

"Sure they were!" McCoy butted in. "Getting us taken prisoner is a fine way to stay alive! What if they're the ones who bombed Da'Kum'Ulcha?"

"They most certainly are," Spock replied gravely. "Our situation is far more dire than we previously thought. Doctor, is your translator undamaged?"

Confused, McCoy felt along the thin collar under his shirt for the pendant the translator rested in. "I think so," he answered. "It seemed to be working fine when they were talking. Couldn't understand the last couple words, though."

Spock nodded. "There will likely be moments like that to come. They are speaking an older dialect of Vulcan." Spock took a deep breath as he tried to ground his thoughts. They were being annoyingly flighty. "Doctor, I believe we have been transported into Vulcan's past."

McCoy stared at Spock for a long time, only being jostled by the ride. "Okay, Spock. Pull the other one."

"I am serious, Doctor." Spock finally pulled together his observations. He must be more tired than he realized. "In the time period Surak rose up in, Vulcan was at war. Violence and emotions were tearing us apart. Even worse, we had developed technologically. We were rapidly approaching atomic annihilation before Surak intervened." Spock leaned forward, making sure McCoy was still paying close attention. "Da'Kum'Ulcha, formerly known as Shi'al, was wiped out. Shi'Kahr launched a merciless attack against its neighbor and everything in the city was destroyed, as we saw. It remained ruins for millennia. In fact, it was only restored to an operational city in fairly recent Vulcan history. It was renamed Da'Kum'Ulcha specifically from this disaster: the City of Shadows."

McCoy gulped, suddenly remembering how in atomic explosions on Earth people's shadows were seared into buildings even as they themselves were incinerated. The name was haunting. "And you think that's what we just witnessed?" he asked.

Spock nodded. "There can be no other explanation. Vulcan has not had atomic weapons for ages. These Vulcans do not behave in accordance to Surak, in behavior, style, and more. The technology is wrong." His brow furrowed. "Fascinating. The cold start test has sent us back in time yet again. But the difference in distance is remarkable. I suppose somehow the energy from the test bonded with the energy from the destruction of Shi'al, which _is_ the largest explosion Vulcan has experienced to date-"

"Spock," McCoy interrupted. He looked tiredly at him. "When are we?"

"I do not understand."

"How long ago," McCoy spelled it out for him. "Are we now? When did Da'Kum'- um, Shi'al get destroyed?"

"Ah," Spock said. Yet another case of mental inhibitions. It was quite annoying. "We are shortly before the Time of Awakening. In Earth terms, I believe that places us around your 4th century."

"4th century?" McCoy repeated dully.

"Indeed."

McCoy leaned back against the truck, resting his head despite the bumpy ride. His eyes fixed unfocused on a spot towards Spock's right. "That's… fall of Rome. Advent of the Dark Ages. It's…" he shuddered deeply. "We're screwed."

"Not yet, Doctor," Spock said. "We will simply wait and see what opportunities develop." He paused and tilted his head, thinking. "One fortunate outcome of the atomic wars was that Vulcans had the opportunity to develop suitable treatments for radiation sickness. If one was exposed for too long, then nothing could be done, but I believe we will be able to escape the worst effects."

"Thank God," McCoy murmured. "I may have to make some adjustments to those treatments for my physiology-" he broke off as his eyes widened. "Spock, my ears!"

Spock considered the situation. "We could say they are a deformity," he suggested, before dismissing it in his mind. "No- it may incite them to kill you." McCoy made a strangled noise. "We'll say that another Vulcan cut off the tips during _tal'oth_- a 4 month desert survival ritual where the participants are armed only with a ritual knife."

McCoy shook his head. "You guys are crazy."

"But dangerous."

"Yeah," McCoy glanced towards the cab where their captors drove. "So that covers the ears, I guess. What else? I have red blood."

"That would be harder to explain," Spock conceded. "Try not to bleed."

"_Thanks_."

"And be sure not to lose the universal translator."

"Any Vulcan you can teach me in case I do?"

They traded important phrases back and forth for a while before finally succumbing to a nervous, exhausted silence. McCoy nodded off in his seat, while Spock took the time to try and meditate on their troubling scenario.

It certainly explained the bomb (which was a great relief, cold as that sounded). The time travel also answered what had puzzled Spock earlier about the setting sun- it was already Vulcan night when he had performed the test. On a darker note, he feared that the time travel was also responsible for his lapses in his usual mental prowess. Granted, when they had traveled backwards in time on Sarpeidon it was to a date 3,000 years earlier than this, but still, it _was_ pre-reformed Vulcan. Pre-awakened Vulcan, actually. It was deeply unsettling.

Well. Emotions are a thing of the mind and the mind can be controlled. Spock would not lose himself this time. He would meditate and follow the course logic would lay.

* * *

><p>Spock must have dozed off at one point because he snapped awake to a lurch and a screech. The back doors opened and he and McCoy were hauled out. The night was especially dark as the tall buildings blocked the starlight. No artificial lights were used, and they were quickly ushered into a stone bunker.<p>

They had reached Shi'Kahr.

The bunker appeared to be some kind of jail, and he and McCoy were fortunate to be tossed into the same one. The procedure was quick and the Vulcans swiftly moved on to other tasks. Doubtless the lateness of the hour had something to do with their easy dismissal.

McCoy felt his way along the floor until he reached Spock. "What happens now?" he asked quietly.

"I believe we wait until morning," Spock answered. "We should use this time to rest- undoubtedly tomorrow will bring new developments."

McCoy nodded in the darkness. "And we'll find a way back home?"

Spock didn't look at him. He hoped the doctor could not see that. "We shall determine that once we see what we're dealing with tomorrow."

There was a moment of silence, then McCoy finally replied. "Alright." He shuffled away to a corner of the cell. "Good night, Spock."

"Good night, Doctor."


	3. Gluvayek

**A/N: Thank you to everyone who has been reviewing/favorting/following this story! I'm glad you're enjoying it as much as I am :) Still expecting regular weekly updates (I just finished chapter 6!) and we're still fine the T rating for the next couple chapters. I will warn you though, things only get worse from here. Please review, and enjoy!**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Gluvayek- display<em>**

* * *

><p>They slept longer than either of them expected to, likely due to Vulcan's longer days and nights. That being said, it meant that they were somewhat rested when a horde of Vulcans barged into the jail and yanked them up.<p>

"Move! Quickly!" they ordered.

Varteth, the first Vulcan, was back. Spock promptly rose and did his best to not look like a threat. McCoy took a little longer to get to his feet and was impatiently hauled up by his arm.

Varteth shook him. "You will do what I say when I-!" The Vulcan jerked and did a double-take. It would have been hilarious were the situation not so dire. "What _ponfo mirann_ is that?"

Spock and McCoy exchanged glances, bracing themselves for questions about McCoy's ears. The morning light now made any and all human differences obvious. The doctor opened his mouth to reply when Varteth seized his chin and tilted his head up. "What is wrong with your eyes?"

This was unexpected. They had forgotten that there were barely any blue eyes on Vulcan. Spock stiffened, and started calculating how he could intervene.

McCoy just stared back at him and answered in a steady voice. "Genetic rarity."

Varteth examined the blue irises for a little longer before releasing McCoy and shaking his head. He muttered something inaudible under his breath then motioned for the other guards to handle them. They were marched forward, bumping shoulders with each other. McCoy took a deep breath and rubbed his hands together. Spock wished he could say something, but a gun in his back prevented him. "Move!"

They walked back down the stone halls, so different in the light. Unknowingly, they fell into step with some kind of rhythm that seemed to creep from outside the walls. The pulsing gradually grew louder, and as they crossed the threshold outside they were heralded with a blast of a loud horn. A roar of voices overpowered everything else but that steady rhythm, which, though led by a Vulcan with a massive drum, was amplified by thousands of stomping feet. The whole city seemed to shake.

"Oh, wow," McCoy commented.

Spock could relate. The entire population seemed to have come out to see them. It was both terrifying and disturbing.

They were herded onto some kind of open cart and each had their hands and feet manacled together. The chains looked tiny, but Spock knew that even a Vulcan in _plak tow_ could not break them. Some kind of large, scaly animal was harnessed in front, and when Varteth cracked a whip they jolted off.

They rode down several streets, encountering more of the stomping, shouting Vulcans. Judging by the parked vehicles, Spock figured that their ride in the old-fashioned cart was mostly ceremonial. He ducked as some kind of fruit sailed past his head.

"I think I know how Jesus felt," McCoy said beside him.

Their guards indeed had their guns faced outwards, to prevent an overly-excited Vulcan from harming their prisoners before they reached their destination. Spock tried to recall any information about triumph ceremonies. There were so many gaps in this period of Vulcan that information was sketchy, at best, and likely also steeped in rumors and myth. The one thing he did hope was that they were not going to be publicly executed.

They crossed another street and suddenly the road widened out in a large public square. This was the most crowded they had seen yet. The horn sounded again, and they were finally able to divine its location. A large building rose at the end of the square and the white stone steps led up to a tall patio before the door. On the left side of the patio, a Vulcan stood by a massive, curling horn. On the far right was a large gong. In the middle was a group of Vulcans in long, highly decorated robes. A woman stood in the front, her severe features taking in the sight before her with cold interest.

The cart moved slowly through the crowd, fighting for each foot. When they reached the steps to the mansion the guards moved quickly. In a flash they were off cart and escorted up the stairs, struggling in their chains.

When they reached the group at the top the Vulcan woman motioned with her left hand. Someone picked up a mallet and struck the gong. Spock winced at the sound, resisting the urge to cover his ears.

The entire square fell silent.

The Vulcan woman traced them with her eyes, evaluating their disheveled state, strange clothes, and odd features. It seemed like the city was holding its breath, waiting for her to speak.

"Thee are the only survivors from Shi'al?" she said. Her voice was smooth and sharp, like honey-covered razorblades.

"Indeed," Spock replied. McCoy nodded beside him.

Her eyes flicked to Varteth, who strode forward and bowed deeply.

"I led my unit to the city and captured them, Tirann," he boasted. "We found them stumbling away from the blast and immediately incarcerated them for your honor today."

Judging by his arrogant look, Varteth expected to be awarded with something, even if it was just spoken praise. Instead, Tirann wrinkled her nose. "You did not cleanse them first?"

Varteth's smile faltered. "I-"

"They come from death. I will not have them spread it here." She turned and spoke to an older Vulcan behind her. "Take them and purify them."

The delegates nodded and removed Spock and McCoy from Varteth's group. Surprised, they were led inside the building, which was even more magnificent. The doors closed behind them, leaving Tirann to deal with Varteth appropriately. Neither of them said a word to each other, though both hoped that this 'cleansing' meant taking care of any radiation they may have.

They were first taken to some showers, and their suspicions were proven correct when they encountered some Vulcans in protective gear. McCoy suddenly jerked and coughed. Unchained and directed to strip, they carefully avoided looking at each other as they entered the soapy spray. Some of the Vulcans gave McCoy some odd looks, but he simply glared back at them every time.

Scrubbed clean, they were provided matching thin robes, which were highly uncomfortable until they realized it was simply for the next round of decontamination. They were led into a small medical area and instructed to wait.

McCoy gagged beside him and Spock rushed to his side, alarmed that the radiation effects were already hitting. Instead, the doctor straightened and held out the module of the universal translator.

"Ripped it out of the collar," he explained. He dried it on part of the robe. "What are the chances they'll give us our clothes back?"

The doctor's quick thinking relieved Spock. It would be cumbersome, holding the component instead of having it around the neck, but perhaps they could pin it to a shirt or find a piece of string to loop it on.

McCoy started roving among the countertops, and Spock kept his eye on their lone guard. He moved closer to McCoy and spoke in English under his breath. "Do you think you can manage, Doctor?"

McCoy nodded. "I brushed up on radiation treatment after our bout on Gamma Hydra IV. I doubt there is anything the Vulcans can do medically about this that will surprise me." He started rummaging through the cabinets.

A growl sounded from the door, and they looked just in time to see their guard tense. "I'm a doctor," McCoy explained, the translator obscured in his fist. "Hassu! Hassu!"

The Vulcan stopped growling, but watched them with no less scrutiny. Spock walked over and began speaking to distract the guard, or at least block his view as McCoy treated himself. He spoke louder when a hypospray hissed behind him.

At that moment the door opened, knocking into Spock and the guard. The Vulcan doctor gave them only a cursory glance before striding in. He messed around with some materials and vials, muttering slightly. McCoy put on his best poker face. At last he faced them with a scanner and some medication.

"Sit down."

They did as told, and he began scanning Spock first. He frowned slightly at the scanner. McCoy twitched beside him.

"You are very sick," the doctor declared. He injected Spock with the medicine anyway. "I will come back to you."

He stood in front of McCoy, frowning as he absorbed the blue eyes and rounded ears. The doctor crossed his arms and raised his chin defiantly, daring him to say something about it. Getting the message, the doctor lifted up the scanner.

"You don't need to do that."

"I am the doctor here-" He broke off as something gripped his neck hard, depriving him of consciousness. With a roar the guard sprang forward, but Spock managed to nerve pinch him as well.

"Great," McCoy said. He took the doctor's scanner, recalibrated it, and ran it over Spock. "You'll be fine," he answered. "You may have a bit of a headache since it was meant for a pure Vulcan, but you're in no danger."

"And you?" Spock asked.

McCoy waved him off. "I'm good. I don't think we were that exposed, however it happened. But now what are we going to do?"

Spock carefully placed the doctor on the examination bed. "First, we will pass his tests." He placed his fingers on the meld points and fell silent for a couple minutes. Abruptly retreating, he walked over and put a hand on the guard. "_Forget._"

The two started to rouse at the same time, and for a moment Spock wondered if he should pinch them again, providing him and McCoy and opportunity to escape. But they needed more information about where they were, and they had _some_ protection as prisoners rather than fugitives.

McCoy ripped a strand of cloth from the robe and looped it through the translator. He tied it securely around his neck so that it wore like a necklace. "Better than nothing."

"Well, it looks like you scum will live," the Vulcan doctor suddenly declared, startling them. He walked out of the room with his scanner, nodding at the guard rubbing his shoulder.

Now Spock really _was_ tempted to make use of this opportunity to escape. But he had to think logically. Where could they go? Where could they hide and yet still find a way to get home? They would need access to some of the more technologically advanced facilities, and how could they do that if they were hunted by every Vulcan in Shi'Kahr?

The door opened, sealing his decision. Some clothes were tossed in and they hurriedly put them on. McCoy turned up the collar, hiding his translator necklace. They were shackled once again and led further into the exquisite building.

Tirann and her entourage were standing in a grand room. It seemed that they were simply going to pick up where they left off, despite the lack of fanfare. Spock and McCoy were forced to their knees before her.

Spock glanced around the room, trying to determine what method ruin they would face. It felt too private for an execution. The group also carried themselves confidently, as if they had already made a decision. It was likely that the general public knew what was going to happen and this was just to let them know their fate as a courtesy.

The lady signaled one of the delegates. He stepped forward and peered down at them. The disgust ran rampant across his face. Remembering himself, he cleared his throat.

"By order of popular demand, and with permission from Chancellor Tirann, you are to be sold as contraband to those who pay highly for you."


End file.
